3o                 London Through Chinese Eyes.

say, even if you were to leave your door to go to post a
letter in the pillar-box at the top of your street, the chances
are that ten to one you will not be able to find your way
home again! You will most likely wander round and
round the neighbourhood, unless you chance to cling
for dear life's sake to the nearest railing* If you can
stumble upon a police constable, well and good, for he
is sure to pilot you home* But if you happen to come
across a footpad, then your fate is sealed!

That was the sort of story that I had heard before I
reached England; so when I saw the first London fog,
I became rather anxious* Being of a timid nature, I
was not prepared to take unnecessary risks, and rather
than lose my way in the vapoury shroud, I preferred not
to venture on a trip to even the nearest pillar-box ! My
fears, however, proved exaggerated, for I had neglected
the factor ,of changed economic conditions* In fact,
during all the years of my sojourn, I experienced only
two bad fogs, although time and again the newspapers
contained doleful reports of the havoc wrought by them
in different parts of the City and suburbs*

In an ordinary fog the sky is just one white shroud of
vapour which shuts off from your view any object beyond
a few. hundred yards* When this happens, letters may
still be posted at the nearest pillar-box* But when a
fog is of the worst type, the shroud assumes what is
generally described as a pea-soup colour* The very air
becomes oppressive and your nostrils detect the presence
of smoke* Your eyes begin to smart and your nose to get
black* And when this happens, the pillar-box should
\w all cases be shunned!